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THE 

TWENTY-FIRST OF OCTOBER 

THE HEROES OF THE DAY. 



I. 
What means the sound of rushing wheels to-night ? 
In coal-black Sunderland this blaze of light? 
What means the mob^ that many-headed ass^ 
Graping with wonder at all things which pass? 
Ha! there's a dinner given — in solemn state: 
Doubtless^ some great event to celebrate. 
Now the wine flows, the heavier labours o'er ; 
The Athenaeum rings with glad uproar! 
Now speeches of stupendous length are spun — 
Cheer'd at beginning, cheer'd yet more when done ; 
And still the hungry multitude without 
Stand listening, or respond with feeble shout ; 
Though the clouds o^er them darken, and severe 
The winds that blow upon the banks of Wear. 
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II. 

I know it now! October hath a day 
Whose lustre in our land shall ne'er decay; 
A day of bloody strife, a day of fame. 
Than which none brighter clings to England's name; 
And now the circling year hath brought it round, 
With all its wreaths of endless glory crownM. 
For this, the rushing wheels; for this, the shine 
Of many lights; the banquet and the wine: 
Brave men have met, the memories to renew 
Of hard-fought Trafalgar with honours due. 
And to the warrior and the patriot chief 
Pay the just tribute of a nation^s grief. 

III. 

No? not for him! The feast indeed is spread. 

But not in honour of the mighty dead. 

To other heroes bows another race; 

Peace reigns, — and Gratitude were out of place. 

That peerless valour, that exalted mind. 

Which, — by the blessing of good heaven combin'd 



In Nelson, — saved; perchance, the world from thrall, 

Now in our towns men meet not to recall. 

Creatures, more oft, who in the mire have roU'd, 

Low grovelling souls that lick the dust for gold; 

Now for high qualities they substitute 

Huge wealth, and worship some egregious brute. 

Or some gay noodle, who hath gambled deep 

And won more money than he knows to keep, 

They place upon a pedestal, and praise 

His virtues — to the noodle's vast amaze. 

Or some great block for idol set they up. 

And to its honour drain the sparkling cup. 

So that the block be treble gilt : they stare. 

They bend, they crouch — to the metallic glare. 

As the Madonna, in more southern lands, 

The homage of unlettered slaves commands. 

Though carved most rudely, so she be enwrappM 

Id silk and samite, and superbly cappM; 

So stands, adored, one of your millionaires, Q) 

Brest in the majesty of many Shares: 

Be he a brute, a noodle, or a block. 

Enough that he can boast of scrip and stock. 



8 



IV. 



Ho! tread we still on Britain's classic ground? 
Is this the " Isle for arts and arms renowned?" 
Is this the land that to the contest strung 
Her every nerve, and in th' arena flung 
Her gauntlet nobly, though gigantic Power, 
Opposed, stood frowning in his mightiest hour? 
Is this the land, that, when some stirring tale 
Of her sons' gallant deeds outrung the gale. 
Joyful and proud, would on their brave heads pour 
High guerdons — grieving she could give no more ? 
Is this the land, that, when some loftier mind 
Rose in its strength, to guide or cheer mankind. 
Would shrine him in her inmost core, and set 
His statue where the world should ne'er forget? 
For such were worthy ! For those laurels well 
On lofty minds, on gallant warriors, fell ! 
And hath she sunk — without a visible blow 
From earth or heaven, — hath she now sunk so low? 
England, forgetful of her acted part, 
The valiant, the renown^, the high of heart; 



Shall she now see those glories, dearly gainM, 
Through all her shores by venal tongues profaned, 
Who to some mushroom growth of yesterday 
Honours, as to the Nile's great victor, pay? 

V. 

There is a fever on men's mind: the Lust 
Of Gold hath, like a shrewish despot, thrust 
All decency, all reason, out of sight. 
And shut up Memory in too early night. 
Is it not so? Turn from this petty strand. 
This six hours' gala-show of Sunderland ! 
Leave some half-hundred in a noble cause 
Sincere, whilst lucre half a thousand draws; 
Leave the smooth Flattery, with accustom'd grace. 
To pour its little flood of common-place; 
The vulgar Flattery, in o'erwhelming strength. 
To run, or right or wrong, its weary length. — 
Ay, cast your glances far and wide, and see 
How o'er the masses fierce Cupidity, 
All grasping and remorseless, reigns confest! 
In North and South, in Orient and in West, 
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How she stirs up^ as with a tongue of flame, 

Myriads to plunge into the whirling game! 

Lo^ on the Mersey's bank she rules supreme; 

Leeds is half lost in a delirious dream; 

Now by the Humber in her wrath she sweeps, 

Nor is dark Sheffield roused from all its deeps. 

Amidst the clashing of ten thousand wheels. 

Great Manchester the fiery impulse feels; 

Time-stricken Bristol on the race amain 

Rushes, like madman who hath broke his chain; 

Yea, tainting all, in Devon's bowers of bloom 

Her breath is felt — as if some high simoom, 

Sweeping a thousand leagues o'er land and sea. 

Had brought a pest from sands of Araby! 

In Birmingham's black walls the poison swells ; 

London, for this, forgets all other hells. 

"The yellow ore!" they cry — " The yellow ore!" 

And the hot echo spreads from shore to shore; 

And all, of men or things, which wears that 

hue, 
Is hugg'd and cherish'd by this frantic crew. 
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VI. 

Slaves to the dross of earth ! Poor souls of straw, 
To whom each blast from Mammon^s mouth gives law! 
Go on your way, and stain the name of Man 
With baseness foreign to th^ Almighty plan ! 
Gro, take your idol, from whatever town. 
Or great or small, beneath Victoria's crown; 
Pour forth your incense thick, and wave it high — 
Call him illustrious — lift him to the sky! 
What though his life should end as it begun, ^ 
Though his wealth pass, like all beneath the sun? 
Yet your servility on Time's broad river 
Shall float, I'll warrant ye, and perish never. 
Call him a friend to Commerce? Well — at least. 
His own cash hath he wondrously increased. 
Call him a son of Genius? Sure enough, 
None pipes more loudly an audacious puff. 
Call him a Patriot— though the Past is dumb. 
Nor aught speaks promise for the years to come. 
Flowers grow not in the desert, parch'd and dry. 
Though there the gold-sand glitters to the eye; 
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Nor spring the loftier virtues from a brain 

Feverish and bursting with the lust of gain. 

But what of that? Why do the many meet? 

^Tis Dives, in his bloated pride, to greet! 

Look to our cities — ever thus youMl find 

The torrent rolling of the public mind. 

The Fatherland may flourish or may fade, 

Men reck not — so their ten per cent, be paid; 

But as for him, great Dives! may he live — 

While his name holds, and he hath scraps to give. 

Let him but promise profits — in a cloud 

Of light no-meaning — their applause is loud; 

Let him but drop a bonus from his mouth. 

His breath, they^U swear, is sweeter than the South. 

Lo, at each pause, his praise anew they sing ; 

His praise anew, till all the rafters ring, 

They bawl, they shout, — till ye exclaim in scorn, 

"Slaves! can it be that ye are Britons born?" 

VII. 

sordid minions! in your little day. 
Labouring more deeply to imbrute your clay— 
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For you I sing — for you, it grieves me much 

That all so weak this measure! Could I touch 

The harp with hand of power, Fd send ye down 

To distant times, in all your vile renown; 

So that the Britons of some future age 

Might, blushing, say, and with a generous rage, 

"Our sires they were not — no! but this fair 

isle 
A foul black mist enveloped for a while; 
Then o^er the land, as with a pest defiled. 
The servile hound and glutton swine ran wild/^ 



VIII. 



Should we not grieve? The great Britannia now — 
She that of yore so proudly raised her brow. 
And eyed the stars and the rejoicing sun, 
Resolved herself a high career to run, — 
Now bends she, brutish, to the earth, all prone. 
As if in dust obscure some metal strown 
Were better than the light by Glory given. 
Better than all the lights that shine from Heaven! 
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IX. 

Mammon, thrice accurst ! from hell ne'er broke 
So dire a demon! How, in steam and smoke, 
In their thick wreaths involving half the land. 
How wide thy sulphurous wings dost thou expand ! 
There, where thou broodest, ever seems to creep 
A boding murmur that forbids to sleep; 
There ever, in alternate lights and glooms, 
Withers the soul beneath thy glancing plumes ; 
Thy breath is as a furnace blast, to fire 
The brain with fantasies of hot desire ! 
Thou breathest — like a Boreal flash on high. 
Some new Golconda glitters in the sky; 
Thou breathest — and a sickly haze impends, 
In horror and dismay the storm descends. 
Foe to the human race I dost thou not shower 
Temptations on men's heads with 'whelming power, 
E'en till they sink, all hopeless of relief. 
Outworn, beneath a load of guilt and grief; 
And, as they sink, see thousands round them share 
The ruin they have toiled and maddened to prepare! 
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X. 

But not yet hath it come, that dismal day. 
Though, by the signs, it cannot long delay ; 
That day when full five hundred splendid schemes 
Shall vanish with the speed of morning dreams. 
And leave — alas, too many — wan and weak. 
With worse at heart than blenches on the cheek : 
The Shame that seeks the desert ; guilty Fear, 
Closing his eyes on all he once held dear ; 
The Misery that looks darkly for the grave. 
With its low rest, from racking thoughts to save ; 
The deep Remorse, undreaming of repose, 
So fierce within the fire of Memory glows ! 

XI. 

But all as yet — as yet — seems passing fair. 
Most gorgeous Lines are running — in the air; 
Most honourable gamblers lend their names — 
List after list upon the morning flames. 
Alas ! so low our vaunted Reason stoops, 
One knave suffices — for what countless dupes ! 
Even in this land of light is Folly's reign 
So wide and so outrageous, we might strain 
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Our sides with laughter^ for a little hour, 
To see the motley victims of her power; 
Like opium-eaters^ reeling in extremes^ 
Yet ever taking more, to mend their dreams. 
Yes, we might laugh — as from a hill to view 
Th* unequal march of some inebriate crew, 
Lured by a Will-o'-wisp through mist and fog. 
Till, all bemired, they flounder in a bog. 
Look at our land ! Credulity, more blind 
Than ever gloomM within the grots of Ind, 
With her delusive wand leads myriads on. 
All breathless in their haste to be undone; 
To them, in every breeze, high promise sounding. 
Wealth in each corner of the realm abounding ! 
'^ A little while, and, with a whirlwind^s speed. 
Some score of lines shall run from Thames to Tweed; 
Yet all the score shall flourish I Time draws nigh, 
When millions shall desert their homes, to fly 
Upon the pinions of steam-engines — ^just 
To breathe fresh air, and 'scape the City dust.^' 
'Tis done— and solely for the public good; 
Nought but benevolence moves this busy brood : 
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Merchants may write, and lawyers prate, for pelf — 

These high Directors never think of self. 

Rose-coloured is each picture — cloud and storm 

Such fairy landscapes never can deform ; 

High and magnificent the style; in sooth. 

The tale^s well told, — and nothing wants but 

truth. 
" Oh, we shall quickly see one half the world 
From Fiddlebeck to Faddlebottom hurl'd — 
A brilliant Line! In Fiddlebeck we'll raise 
More cotton stuff than Manchester displays; 
In Faddlebottom a Fotosi lies, 
Nothing so good 'neath Transatlantic skies ! 
Yet all may share it who at once engage 
In this vast enterprise— the honour of the age!" 
Thus the prime leaders. At their great command, 
(Chiefs of a new Grand Operatic Band), 
Ten thousand trumpets sound through all the land; 
The lust of wealth gives life to reckless tongues. 
The lust of wealth heaves up tempestuous lungs; 
Loud and more loud the pompous notes resound. 
Till Fiddlebeck in every mouth is found 

c 
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Loud and more loud^ till Faddlebottom finds 

A sweet response in sympathetic minds; 

And fools in droves (smit by the dog-star) rush^ 

To lose their cash^ and tempers, in the crush. 

Serene your high bureaucracy the while 

Sit in their chairs; and, with complacent smile. 

Gracious as kings upon their thrones, behold 

Into their chests the welcome tribute rolFd. 

Then let the thing melt " like a summer cloud,^' 

There's gold in hand — their claims must be allowed. 

Let Fiddlebeck fall to the rats a prey — 

Be Faddlebottom swept in floods away; 

Yea, swept right onward to the Irish Sea, 

With all its weight of bog and bush and tree — 

They'll in their purses find philosophy: 

Ay, and perchance a volume, new and bright. 

Upon the madness of mankind may write. 

XII. 

But who the Chiefs of these tumultuous Leagues? 
The master-weavers of these vile intrigues ? 
They who contrive to fill, with sounding name. 
At once their pockets and the trump of Fame? 
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A weary list ! Yet some there be that shine 

Like signal lights upon a dusky Line; 

Nay, glare upon the public eye, as great 

As if arrayed in attributes of State ; 

So very large these monsters overgrown 

Loom through the vapours they themselves have blown ! 

XIII. 

Ho! flourish trumpets! Hither comes the man 
Whose splendour makes the others pale and wan : 
Tis the Squire Grampus! O'er the sea, they say. 
He first got wealth — though none can tell the way. 
But a strange mystery, it must be confess'd. 
Ever enshrouds the Indies, East and West; 
Nor deem we harshly if his fortune's dawn 
Be curtained in a cloud, as yet undrawn; 
Nor shall we, with a soul that truly feels. 
Let Scandal drag us at her chariot wheels. 
Poor Grampus, travelling on Peruvian ground, 
The Incas^ long-lost treasures may have found; 
Or drawn his gold up, where so much was hid 
By that for ever-grasping King, Giamschid; 

c2 
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Or from the clouds it may have come down pouring, 

Though neither you nor I e'er saw it showering ! 

Enough^ he came home rich; and better far 

Than aught beneath the Mom, or Western star; 

To him far better than Peruvian mine, 

Or all the gems of Giamschid's gloomy shrine; 

The dust of English railways, stone and sand. 

Grew precious metal in his cunning hand. 

SeemM as if some black spell were found at last. 

For this bluff hero's benefit! — so fast 

His thousands, all in darkness and in din, 

Like waves upon the midnight beach, roU'd in; 

Till swelPd his coffers with such ample store 

That Lydia's king could scarce have sighM for more. 

But this bold schemer — all insatiate, he 

Spread wide and wider— like some Banyan tree, 

That throws a hundred boughs into the air. 

Ere long to seek the ground and root them there- — 

So wide he spread his arms, as if to clutch 

One half of Albion^s isle were scarce too much. 

Prodigious Grampus! On th' Atlantic ocean 

The fish ne'er tumbled with a clumsier motion 
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Than now the man^ in sunny fortunes gay, 
Flounder'd and bounced on his ambitious way; 
Heavy and gross, yet with a brutish scent 
That ever found him garbage as he went. 
Now for an hour he'd seem to lie supine, 
After a gorge (perhaps, of half a Line) — 
Flushed with success — like a steam-engine blowing, 
His sanguine face like burnished copper glowing; 
Then, starting, snorting, with redoubled life. 
Plunged he anew in violence and strife. 
Till his friends said, so wild was his proceeding, 
Nothing could save the wretch but copious bleeding. 
And so, kind souls! they bleed him^as I guess, 
Much for his good— and for their own no less. 

XIV. 

Yet, — for I love sweet Candour, — I must say 
Grampus hath still some merit in his way. 
Nay, come to me, sweet Candour! in thy dress 
Of snow-white calico — come, and confess. 
Grampus hath many merits! Hath not he 
A large estate? It may be, two or three? 
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Hath not he bought a spacious house in town^ 
Where guests by scores and companies sit down 
To steaming banquets? Vastly coarsCj no doubt — 
But men see sweets^ and overlook the lout 
Who acts Amphytrion; nor do some disdain 
To own his excellence — in prime champagne. 
And, to bring all things to a touching end^ — 
Hath he not money he may give or lend? 
Grampus has merit — yea, and many a friend. 

XV. 

Yes, he hath friends indeed ! There's young Lord Mealy 
Stoops his proud crest^ and borrows rather freely ; 
And poor Sir Gilbert Stucco — hath he not 
Had bank-notes to the tune of— Fve forgot? 
And there's old Raven of the public press — 
Why, he hath got a thousand pounds, no less ! 
And there's an Oxford man, of mark and size. 
Whose wisdom not in his exchequer lies ; 
Yea, with profoundest lore, to Common Sense 
This venerable swain makes no pretence; 
And his good hobby (blind Benevolence) 



23 

Bears him at times astray^ till hedge and thorn 
One half the coat from off his back have torn : 
Ah^ were his purse but stored as is his mind^ 
Or that most goodly person^ capon-lined ! 
He too hath had — no matter what — he^U pay 
All fairly Tnth a slashing speech some day ; 
For none, with after-dinner inspiration, 
Better than he can grace a grand ovation. 

XVI. 

Gold ever in his breast the first place claims. 

Yet Grampus lends to people who have names. 

Ay, he's a bloated fish, in huge content, 

Sporting and splashing in his element ; 

Ambitious to display his glittering scales, 

Or to gain entrance to some club of whales. (^) 

XVII. 

They borrow — ^but they sneer: they turn away. 
To hide the curling lip. The boisterous play 
Of Grampus, throwing wide his oily fins. 
Hath shock'd their delicate nerves — though, for their 
sins. 
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They oft mast touch him — and^ beneath the suu^ 
Of all Mammalia, grosser there is none ! 
They sneer, or with a sickly laugh conceal 
The shudder of disgust they still must feel ; 
Then, harrying from the presence, look askance 
At some old friend with deprecating glance. 
And sneer they now ? Darker will be the change 
When the stern Truth, than Fiction yet more strange, 
To wider day his secret deeds shall bring; 
When, high upraised, his effigy shall swing, 
The scorn of thousands; till some honest hand 
To its rent rags apply the blazing brand; 
And, as it burns away, th' impoverish'd crowd 
Shall mingle with their imprecations loud — 
" So ends great Grampus! all his bubbles broke, 
^Tis the right finish — in a cloud of smoke ! " 

XVIII. 

Another notable — and, well I ween, 

A blacker villain — enters on the scene ! 

Ye know Malwheedle by his bat-like mien. 

That shrinks as from the light; the furtive glance 

Which, from the depths of that low countenance. 
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Steals like a bandit from his cave; the stamp 

Of passions on his brow — fixed^ cold^ and damp^ 

As if within they raged^ yet to the day 

No line could alter with their fiercest play; 

In one blank mass the forehead hanging down^ 

A Gorgon fronts to frighten half the town ! 

Wiry his form^ as if some deadly sin 

His marrow dried and burnt up all within; 

And often in his gait he seems to quiver^ 

As if his fiery pulses throbbM for ever. 

Ye know the villain ? He turns suddenly^ 

And a brief glare^ as from a tiger^s eye^ 

Falls on you — his intent ye pause to ask — 

His glances seek the ground — his face is all a mask. 

Yet, potent in a world where Wealth commands 

What Virtue seldom wins — Malwheedle stands, 

A great Director ! Rouse him not to wrath, 

Nor cross him in his ever tortuous path; 

For though, in open war, the wretch were nought, 

Yet fearful deeds are still in secret wrought; 

Slander, as black as e'er a fiend's mouth filFd, 

Shall be upon your spotless name distilFd; 
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All evil that an evil age hath stored^ 

In its worst dens, shall on your head be pour'd; 

A poison cup, fair frothing at the brim. 

To offer — no remorse would wake in him; 

Nor dagger in a darksome bower to wield, 

So that Malwheedle^s arm were well conceaPd. 

XIX. 

Another chief, albeit of lower mark, 
Yet no less famed for dealing in the dark, 
Is Chairman Bluster. He, by slow degrees. 
Hath now worked upward from the very lees 
Of social life: nor therefore would we slight — 
Nay, more of praise upon his head should light — 
Had honesty, through good report and ill. 
Been the sure staff that helpM him up the hill. 
But Gain, I guess, was Bluster's polar star : 
(His honesty stood always below par, 
And there be many tales— though somewhat long. 
And all too dull for this Pindaric song). 
Nothing cares Bluster (so he fills his purse) 
For soiling of his hands — they can't be worse. 
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A blacksmith bred, in his youth's darksome flower. 

He blew the bellows with a Boreas power ; 

And to the 'Change now hath he, (as I've heard). 

The lessons of that noisy school transferrM. 

There, with strong breath, and with Cyclopean skill, 

A fall, a rise, he manages at will. 

Comes a tremendous blast (of ringing lies), 

The shares sink ten per cent. — and Bluster buys; 

Comes a slight puff, and gently blows the fire, 

The shop looks cheerful— and the stock goes higher; 

The blacksmith sells. Thus, with alternate play 

£nrich'd, his dusky visage grows more gay, 

And his huge chest seems to expand anew : 

With burly figure, mid th' admiring crew, 

In working of his lungs he never flags — 

The God of Winds hath lent him all his bags. 

Great in the land of bubbles ! Ye may see 

His good name fixed to more than two or three ; 

And much of him the artizan, smoke-dried. 

With wonder speaks, or with exulting pride ; 

For, in this bastard age, success is all — 

Bold villains are the gods of great and small. 
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XX. 

Another chief — with more of rank than cash — 

Behold the Honorable Frederick Dash ! 

His noble father, a tenacious knave, 

Long'd much to take all with him to the grave; 

The son (between ourselves, a sable sheep) 

Never a guinea in his life could keep. 

Sweet youth at college (if the truth be told. 

All day his tandem on the pavement rolFd), 

He shewed vast favour to the Jewish nation. 

And gave them bonds without much valuation. 

Then, in the Fink Hussars, things growing worse. 

Of his commission he disposed — per force; 

Now at his banker's his account fell short. 

And to the hammer came his place, Dash Court; 

Next, his wife's diamonds went, as people say. 

Some gambling debts in James's Street to pay : 

Till, having sold all substance that he had 

(And spent the produce 'mongst an awkward squad), 

He comes, with perfect grace, as he opines. 

And sells his name to half a dozen Lines. 
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XXI. 

An honourable name, as you will own. 

And all agree that it is widely known; 

Most widely, as I guess, to folks in trade. 

In London and at Bath — for bills unpaid. 

Ah, everywhere he loved to make a splash. 

And figure for a day — poor Frederick Dash! 

Nor to his native land hath he confined 

The vigour of an ever busy mind; 

In France as well. — Yes, his Parisian banker 

Still talks of Milor Dash with Gaulish rancour, 

And threatens war with England, fierce and wild. 

Unless Dash pays him by a draught on Child. 

At Rome, too, he contrived, by hook or crook. 

To leave a souvenir in Torlonia^s book ; 

(And there, no less, he made a dame elope. 

The Princess Porca — which so plagued the Pope, 

That, with a PontiflTs indignation, he 

Sent Dash to gaol, they say, at Rimini). 

Now, pinchM and driven by Famine to his home. 

Just in the sickly season Dash hath come; 
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A most fit person, as I think is shewn^ 

To guard your cash — who ne'er could keep his own. 

XXII. 

Go^ ancient blacklegs! imps of minor hells! 
Hide your dim heads before these modern swells! 
Their name is Legion. There^s the great John Slime, 
Propping his crazy fortunes for a time ; 
There's Sawney Make-Hay, who has picked up more 
Than all his clan on earth e'er had before ; 
There's the lean Alderman (that rara avis/) 
Who, though he sings not like the Scottish mavis. 
Yet passing well hath piped, to half the town. 
The tune of Diddle-up and Diddle-down. 
There's Billsby Snooks, who from his broken bank 
Emerges with an air of higher rank; 
There's Galen Slouch, once weary of his life, 
(With but one patient — his asthmatic wife) 
Who now, with more success than e'er had Cline, 
Bleeds all the public on the New Bag Line. 
There's Doctor Glare, who knows the laws of light, 
But better still how to make gudgeons bite; 
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And Major Flashy whose honours^ in the field 
Unknown, may soon at Newgate be reveaPd. 

XXIII. 

Long record of the worthless — ay, and worse 
Than worthless— whom their bleeding dupes may curse, ' 
Their country blush for; and whose names, e'en here. 
Should scarce be written with a laugh or sneer. 
These creatures of the hour ! have they, like snakes, 
Twisted their crooked way through fens and brakes; 
In secret and in darkness have they crept 
Through places by no healthy breezes swept; 
Till now, forth issuing, in the noontide ray 
They bask, and gorge, and batten on their prey? 
And have their golden tints, and the strong glare 
Wherein they revel, so bewitch'd the air, 
That men look on in wonder— ay, and deem 
These reptiles worthy of their high esteem? 
Oh, I am weary of a world so base. 
Clothed in deceit, and callous to disgrace ; 
A world that prates of virtue and of worth. 
Then bows, in homage, to the dregs of earth! 
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Give me within some Highland wood^ where swell 
The breezes in their free bold course, to dwell; 
Give me to gaze upon the boundless deep, 
All uncontrolled in its tremendous sweep; 
Give me to watch the rushing storm, that shrouds 
The heaven, and rends its tributary clouds: 
Brave elements ! your open war I hail 
With joy — ye cheat not ^neath a flimsy veil. 
There would I think, within that gloomy wood — 
While the world clamours o'er its vulture brood, 
As if such birds of prey were doves from heaven — 
There would I think how many a brave hath striven. 
In the dim study, on the battle-tide; 
How many a brave has for his country died. 
Without one pitying tear, without a name — 
While gold, mere gold, wins all the world's acclaim! 
Of thee, Bernard! would I think — whose death (♦'*) 
Still seems to float on yesterday^s warm breath; 
Of thee who (well the tender heart may grieve !) 
That Isle of ever happy skies didst leave. 
Its peerless sunshine and its purple vines. 
Loveliest of all the silvery deep entwines — 
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Not to seek honour ^mid the cannon^s flame, 

On field or flood — but, with a loftier aim. 

Braving a mortal atmosphere, to tend 

The plague-struck, perishing without a friend! 

Thrice noble spirit ! — well Humanity 

And Patriotism might sigh and weep for thee; 

Thee and that gallant crew, thy peril sharing, • 

Humble no more, exalted by their daring. 

Bernard ! when thy stricken eyelids droop'd. 

And of thy strength all but th^ immortal stoopM; 

Low moaning midst the dying and the dead. 

That shore in sight which thou no more shouldst tread ; 

Did then the thought come o^er thee, like a gleam 

Of bursting sunshine* in thy cloudy dream, — 

" England will hail, as no unworthy son, 

One who his duty to the death has done ?" 

Most grateful country — what hath she decreed? 

Sublime devotion! What has been thy meed? 

Lo, British Patriotism regards thee not, • 

British Humanity hath all forgot ! 

And yet, behold, in multitudinous rout. 

Round some gold-monster will the rabble shout; 
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And thousands rush in haste^ to swell some tide 
Of wealth already rolling deep and wide. 

XXIV. 

Alas, what throngs, of high and low degree. 
In the great Maelstrom of the day we see. 
Far-tost, conspicuous, on its murky waves — 
Fools, dreamers, gamblers — but yet more be knaves ! 
There^s rough bluff Balpho, in whose roughness lies 
A very smooth-tongued devil in disguise ; 
There's Lady Clash-in-bower, who takes wide courses, 
Fierce Railer! while my Lord at home kills horses; 
There's Sir Tom Shuffle — once a good man held — 
At whist: from Blackford's long ago expell'd. 
Born in all vulgar trickery to excel, 
'Tis said he knows his cards and handles well; 
How to finesse, and to revoke, he knows. 
And how, with all his trumps, to stun his foes. 
Prime hand! the very genius for this trade ! 
'Tis felt he hath his game but too well play'd. 
There's Lord Fitz-Harpy, scrambling to replace 
A fortune lost in one Newmarket race; 
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There's Lord O'Hookem, whose estate half floats, 
Dying to turn morasses to bank-notes. 
There's Hammerwell, th' attorney — nothing slow 
To stir up strife, wherever he may go ; 
And ever in a hubbub, 'tis amazing 
How he finds cash while others stand star-gazing ! 
There's a pale Dean, who, deaf to heavenly things, 
Darkly behind the curtain pulls the strings ; 
A western M.P., who (were he but wise) 
Would seek the refuge that in Chiltern lies. 
There's a great artist, from the third heaven stooping, 
Down to the very dust his honours drooping; 
There's Captain Seagull, who in storm and squall 
So long hath been — he rather likes a brawl; 
And Colonel Brandish, who contrives, on shore, 
To make his worthless life one long uproar. 

XXV. 

See Steno-lumpus — venerable sire ! 

Among rapacious swine there's none stands higher. 

Never a kennel doth he pass, without 

Seeking to plunge therein his sapient snout; 
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Never a field, whosever it may be, 

But he would rout it up with glutton glee, 

And gulp at once, or draggle to his sty, 

All that in kennel or in field may lie. 

Lecture stern moralist, or preach divine. 

No scruples stop this energetic swine ; 

And as he likes to snuff the air abroad. 

And runs, with short thick legs, on every road; 

Many the lands in which he deep hath wallowM, 

Many the poor man^s truffle he hath swallowM ! 

XXVI. 

Ho! who is this ? One of another set — 
A graver person have I never met ! 
Sir Grotius, a diplomatist renownM, 
(One of the greatest asses above ground!) 
With solemn face, as if affairs of state. 
World-wide, oppress'd him with their awful weight; 
Looking profound, as if his cranium small 
Contain^ Minerva, spear and shield and all ! 
Long by the public fed, he now deems good 
To fleece the public for additional food; 
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And quotes old Vattel, and the Law of Nations, 
To shew that Envoys should have double rations. 
Still, with the caution of the days of yore, 
He smiles upon two companies — no more. 
But, said I, that in very sooth he smiled? — 
He, Grotius? Ah, my muse is running wild ! 
E^en when he draws some slashing railway prize, 
Still looks he blank about the lips and eyes. 
Great plenipos, for ever on their guard, 
Must faces wear like marble, cold and hard ! 
I fancy, since he saw the daylight, never 
Hath great Sir Grotius smiled — nor shall he ever; 
Born for diplomacy and railways — cased 
In good sheer brass — that cannot be outfaced. 

XXVII. 

" Perfection was not made for man below," 
{Vide some book — in Paternoster Row,) 
Else, when the hungry sons of Rapine meet. 
Young Glimmer well might claim the master seat. 
But, side by side with keen-eyed Avarice, 
In Glimmer there appears a pettier vice ; 
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Like an ichneumon^ on the banks of Nile, 
Under the lee of some huge crocodile. 
'Tis Vanity — ay, and at times she takes 
A nibble from the prize that Avarice makes ; 
But ever to the public eye displayed, 
So all may see how Glimmer in his trade 
Deals largely — from his million now and then 
Sparing a pound — to move the tongues of men. 

XXVIII. 

Lord Lilliput no less his name now lends — 
Seems it not strange my Lord so condescends ? 
For fame he's dying, be it great or small, 
For fame Lord Lilliput would give his all I 
For this, in early days, he spoiled much paper. 
And burnt out many an ineffectual taper. 
For this he in the Row hath long been angling; 
Now sober history, to men's horror, mangling — 
Now breathing poppies from hia tragic page — 
Now twisting sonnets that perplex the age. 
But mangled history, and perplexing rhyme. 
And verse most blank where it should be sublime. 
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My Lord now quits, in a fantastic freak, 
In other lines a surer fame to seek. 
Dire change ! from the Parnassian hill to drop 
Into the clamours of the Railway shop, 
And leave the clearness of Castalia's founts. 
To con dry lists, and audit queer accounts ! 
Yet who can wonder ? Long and long my Lord 
Both town and country with his books had bored, 
Long the Reviews for half a glance implored ; 
The rattling town, through all her smoke, said Nay, 
Country and critics turn'd alike away : 
But now — mark well ! that title shall appear 
In good large letters and in type most clear. 
O'er all the land, and a fine figure cut 
Where none e^er heard before of Lilliput ! 
So foremost leads he, with this bold intention. 
Some Rails — on paper laid — too long to mention ; 
So foremost in the Deep Blast Mines he digs. 
And drives the New Long Junction Whirligigs ; 
And when the Blast Mines, from their nether field. 
Shall yield him gold — as they, of course, must 
yield; 
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And when the Whirligigs shall, by their whirling. 

Bring him a certain sum in good pounds sterling; 

Then shall the heavy fag of many years 

Be well repaid — the suflFering and the tears ; 

Then, cost what may, he'll buy the Hash Review ! 

He'll buy Longfeather — ay, and Tiger too ! 

His deathless glory, sitting cheek by jowl. 

The one shall warble and the other howl ; 

Till, through their fierce duet of admiration. 

The name of Lilliput shall shake the nation ! 

That precious name, meanwhile, its premium bears ; 

People look up in wonder — and take shares ; 

And, for some days. Lord Lilliput may be. 

With little men, a great authority. 

XXIX. 

Know ye Tom Stabbs ? A critic of high name. 

Well hired to cut up all who sigh for fame ; 

So blithely in his butcher-work he gambols, 

Ye see that Nature meant him for the shambles ; 

A veritable hacker— steel in hand. 

He might have been (in Smithfield) something grand ! 
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Now to his victims may repose be sweet : 
Young pet-lamb poets yet awhile may bleat^ 
And legislators from the lash respire ; 
Stabbs is engaged in the Great Swindleshire^ 
And goodly steaks he cuts, without compunction, 
From the fat sides of that long-winded Junction. 
How hath he whisk'd about for half a moon. 
As fast as on the wings of the Monsoon ! 

Now to the North again as if the Devil 

Had summon'd him to some unholy revel ! 

XXX. 

A buzz pervades the mart : in muffled tone. 

Some secret, most momentous, is made known. 

All crowd around the speaker, vastly like 

A fry of gudgeons round a swollen pike. 

'Tis he, that chief of the Vulcanian school. 

Raising the wind by well-established rule : 

^Tis Bluster shews how Lady Ballyloo, 

(Who flames in Fortune's front without a som) 

Hath to the Blarney and Killamey given 

Her great assent : what bargains may be driven ! 
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Then hirelings^ half a score, no moment lose. 
Like squalling gulls, to spread the mighty news ; 
Their luckless friends they stop in every street. 
They run, with open mouth, at all they meet. 
Who's at the door ? " Sound trumpets, beat the drums ! " 
'Tis the great Grampus, snorting as he comes I 
He speaks — there^s not a breath — they feel his words 
Tickling their marrow like as many swords. 
'^ In Swampy Lee has just been found a mine — 
Most wonderful! We'll buy it for our Line. 
The lead lies there in pigs, by Nature made, 
As one may say, expressly for the trade. 
Three hundred thousand will suffice — 'tis just 
Like gathering sovereigns underneath Earth's crust." 
What a great man is Grampus ! Great must be 
He who explores the deeps of Swampy Lee ! 
A lean attorney, with " a parchment face," 
Enters the next. "Simpkins has left his place. 
And The Great Fuddlestone is all confusion I 
Simpkins is gone — the thing's a mere delusion I" 
Art thou a friend to Simpkins ? His ally? 
I know not — but thou hast an evil eye. 
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Thou pale-faced villain ! didst thou aid his flight ? 

Ay, thousands not a few, ere fall of night. 

Shall weep and wail for their good bank-notes gone 

In that wide waste of the Great Puddlestone ! 

Who^s at the door ? I hope no other smash — 

Nay, 'tis the Honourable Frederick Dash. 

He comes, all smiles, to their delighted gaze. 

With frill and chain, his outer man displays 

The best of Bond-street ; for his " inside fare,^' 

The best of Tavistock Hotel is there ; 

And somewhat on his pleasant face it shows. 

And hence the Tyrian purple of his nose. 

Poor Fritz ! he makes a pretty harvest — he 

Daily hath guineas from each company ; 

And fattens much on pigeons. Fools were ne'er 

So rife before on this good earth, I swear; 

And see the dupes — as to him they resort, 

Dash cries aloud — " We have a friend at Court V^ 

At Court ? Mysterious words ! What prospects swell I 

Who doubts is put down for an infidel. 

A friend at Court ! Ay, who can tell how wide 

Fortune may on them pour her regal tide ? 
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The glorious Dash ! Ere night they^ll all be rich ; 
They'll give him in th' Exchange the highest niche. 
Then mount the Central Clash-and-Quivers high; 
('Tis just what Frederick Dash had in his eye). 
The Sandback and Longflats are scarce behind — 
A wondrous rise I There's something in the wind. 
Ten thousand for my Lady ? Ha ! that^s well — 
The Grey-Stock in a day or two may sell. 
The Snowdon and Ben-Nevis bears a face — 
Who shall be foremost now in Folly's race ? 
The Dover and Boulogne Bridge soon may take — 
Common Sense! in wrath^ or pity^ wake ! 

XXXI. 

Ah, who would think — in this fair land of ours, 
Where Fame hath rear'd so many lofty bowers ; 
Where all that raises human kind above 
Mere self, hath taken root, as if in love 
With the kind soil — hath flourish'd like young May, 
And borne fruits that delight the eye of Day ! 
Ay, who would think that, where so many stars. 
Of holy beams, have shone through all the wars 
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Of this dim earth-.men now should gaze, admiring, 
On some low meteor, soon in mist retiring ; 
Or on those phosphorescent lights, too rife. 
That in corruption find their hirth and life! 
Where Newton, with a vision half divine. 
Beheld and taught how heaven^s high wonders shine; 
Where Shakspere shewed the human heart — a world. 
No less, of mystery — ne'er before unfurlM; 
Where Milton's fancy, on too daring wings, 
Soar'd to the Source of all created things. 
Or swept, with sterner force, the realms below. 
And threw dire light upon th' Eternal woe; 
Where kings and warriors, for their country^s rights. 
Have stood and conquerM in a hundred fights, 
Immortal! from the days of Alfred, down 
To those of Wellington's still fresh renown; 
Where well the senate and the bench may boast 
Of high-toned memories that shall ne'er be lost, — 
Ne'er, while amid the billows, wild and lone. 
One rock remains that Britons call their own; 
Ay, who would think that, where so many names 
The glory of the past, or present, claims, — 
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Ever, instead, on our vex'd ears should roll 

The thunderous praise of some ignoble soul I 

Some creature of the engine or smoke-jack. 

Some creature of cast-iron, soon to crack ! 

Some mole that, working underground, hath roU'd, 

By its blind chance, into a mine of gold; 

Some Grampus, grabbling fast — resolved to make 

A good round million ere his bubbles break; 

Some bold sheep-sheal*er, who hath shorn so 

well. 
Ten thousand tongues must fag his feats to tell: — 
And these are now thy gods, O Israel ! 

XXXII. 

Blame not the rich, nor yet the poor, alone; 
Seems over all the black enchantment thrown ! 
All quit the trodden path, the level plain, 
To climb mid rocks and hills — for doubtful gain. 
Lo, in hot haste, as by the Demons driven. 
My Lord his lands hath to the Hebrews given; 
And, reckless of paternal honours, tost 
His venture in the vortex— quickly lost. 
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Lo^ how the artizan^ from his poor gains^ 

All reckless he how little there remains 

For his pale wife and puling infant^ saves 

Some paltry pounds — to feed the wealth of knaves. 

But, most of all, rages the fever fit 

Where men at the receipt of custom sit; 

Where for his Indian bales the merchant looks, 

Or scrivener labours at his ponderous books. 

Yes, there the most where few temptations wait. 

In the calm valley of the middle state; 

Unlike the slippery heights where Greatness shines, 

Unlike the lowly swamp where Penury pines; 

There, where sweet Peace her fittest home might find. 

More widely sways the Frenzy, fierce and blind. 

There, loosely quivering to the tempest wild, 

See scheme on schema, like some great Babel, piled; 

Till, with a heavier crash, comes Ruin down. 

And buries in destruction half a town. 

XXXIII. 

Many the victims ! As when some strong blast 
Autumn's weak foliage to the ground hath cast, 
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Of various growth the leaves, and various hue, 
Yet all alike the careless earth they strew; 
So in that hour^ all different in their tone, 
A thousand hopes lie shattered and overthrown. 

XXXIV. 

Behold that face — behold with pity — there 

Sinks disappointment into blank despair ! 

All on the hazard of the railway die 

Serle threw his fortunes, with a greedy eye; 

He sow'd the wind, and hath the whirlwind reap'd; 

His years (if years he live) in misery steepM. 

And see her by his side, his weeping wife ; 

Yet weeping less for the delights of life, 

Lost evermore, than for his altered look — 

That cold, fixed, vacant gaze she scarce can brook ! 

Ah, unto him, of late, her heart hath spoken 

Oft, but of sympathy received no token; 

No answer to her glance of kindly care, 

Still sombre silence, still a freezing stare; 

Sunk ever in strange thought — and this the end; 

If it be sooth that nothing worse impend! 
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XXXV. 



Another victim! Florio stands alone^ 
And listens to the river's rushing tone; 
Like a voice wailing for the past it seems^ 
The death-knell of a thousand fluttering dreams; 
For, by the mania seized, in reckless play, 
All that he had on earth hath past away. 
Now, friendless, in a world unkind and cold; 
And, worse, where many a busy tongue grows bold 
Against the fallen; where the very tear 
That pity sheds, seems mingled with a sneer; 
Now, conscious of his madness, all too late. 
Stands Florio on the threshold of his fate. 
Torn by contending thoughts, and sick at heart. 
Shall he return, and brave the scornful mart? 
They who bent low, and flattered him before, 
Now, in his misery, know his face no more; 
Or, if they know, 'tis to remind him yet 
Of some high promise he would fain forget. 
Or shall he seek his home? Three sisters there. 
Reft of their all — no ! this he cannot bear. 

E 
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Shall he to lands beyond the sea? 'T were well — 
But he must beg — for he hath nought to sell; 
For all did he resign, at Duty's call; 
And, sooth to say, but little was that all. 

hapless Florio! like that swollen river, 

His thoughts are rushing on, more turbid ever — 
And is there none to guide him or to save? 
" None!" he exclaims, and eyes the gloomy wave. 
He listens to its moaning sound, and feels 
Strange echoes at his heart — his reason reels. 
Ever that moaning sound, with deeper weight. 
Comes like a summons to another state. 
But with my theme why linger? Long ere morn 
By that same river Florio's corse was borne 
Down to the town — e^en to the haunts of trade : 
And so it chanced that in the Mart was laid. 
There, like a sacrifice in life's bright May, 
On the red shrine of this World's God it lay. 

XXXVI. 

1 see a mansion — shining mid yon trees. 
That bend and surge unto a merry breeze; 
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A stately mansion — but tV excluded light 
Shews something there within that shuns the sight; 
A something mute^ whate'er the sounds may be 
Of Nature's hfe, in her tempestuous glee. 
Aurelio, then, is gone ? His death was dark. 
Year after year, had he not seem'd a mark 
For Fortune^s fairest beams ? However dim 
And cold on others she might look, to him 
Was her effulgence like the sky of June, 
Or richer favour of the South's high noon. 
All prosper^ — wealth was borne on every wind — 
All prospered with Aurelio — save the mind. 
His brain overwrought, a fever on him came; 
O^er all his thoughts, like an enwrapping flame. 
The restless lust of gold so wildly raged. 
With every wish fulfilled, yet unassuaged; 
In its abundance ever more requiring. 
Ever from great to greater still aspiring; 
So wildly raged that, in his very day 
Of crown'd prosperity, his force gave way. 
And he sank, torpid, like a thing of stone ; 
Sense, reason, — all but mere existence, gone. 

E 2 
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That keen-eyed spirit — daring in its scope, 
Yea, reckless — had o'erstepp'd all bounds of hope ; 
Yet the gold-stream it never seemM to taste. 
For which it made this goodly life a waste ; 
And now, possess'd of all for which he sigh'd. 
As if plague-struck, Aurelio sank — and died 
Without a voice ! . . . Lo, where the funeral train 
Comes slowly sweeping o^er the sunny plain ! 
Hired mourners, most decorous ; and that youth- 
The distant heir, from Cambria's hills, — in sooth 
Tries to throw sadness o'er his awkward mien. 
But finds no tear for one he ne'er hath seen; 
Who lived and breathed in Speculation's deeps. 
And perish'd, lonely, 'mid his golden heaps. 

xxxvii. 

Is there would see a passion, so unblest. 

Leaving its trace on Woman's brow imprest ; 

There where sweet thoughts and gentle please us most. 

By Life's realities too oft engrossed? 

Is there would sully Boyhood in its bloom. 

With cankering cares that all too soon must come ? 
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Or fill the hearty with honey or with gall. 

Of damsel fair, as premiums rise and fall ? 

Yes, there be such — bears trampling upon flowers ; 

Dark spirits, envious of our loveliest hours ; 

Or moral lepers, whose disease must wide 

Its black infection spread on every side. 

Yes, there be such; and if it yield them joy 

To mar life's purest gold with worst alloy, 

They have not toil'd in vain ! Fair dames are seen. 

And maidens young, and boyhood's ardent mien, 

With knitted brows, without a blush of shame. 

Sharing the fury of the fatal game. 

XXXVIII. 

Woe to Old England! Her best days are o'er. 

With her young fruit thus rotting at the core ! 
Woe to Old England — when the female breast. 

Where purity should shine, receives this pest. 

To dim the light of home with all that's base. 

To taint the fountain of a future race ! 

Woe to thee, England! When the wild winds rise. 

When the war-banner in thy lurid skies 
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Floats^ as ere long it must — against thee hurrd 

Th^ embattled fury of one half the world — 

Who shall defend thee then? Not souls like tbese^ 

Gloating on gold^ sunk deep in luxuries ! 

Not from such woman^s lips the words shall fall^ 

Sweet in their tones, yet than a trumpet-call 

More potent^ that should bid the warrior wave 

His sword with double strength^ his land to save. 

Not from the sordid slaves whom Avarice long 

Hath trained to selfishness, if not to wrong : 

Oh, not from such shall stem devotion spring, 

Or patriot zeal — such as would make men fling 

Fortune and life into the flood or flame, 

To guard their country, or exalt her fame ! 

Pray to Heaven's mercy that the plague be stay'd; 

Lest, when all seems in summer light array 'd, 

Swarming through all the land a sensual train, 

No thought but pleasure, no pursuit but gain; 

When Luxury on her bed of roses lolls, 

And strains Italian melt degenerate souls; 

And long-drawn banquets, in their grossness, teach 

How close the human to the brute may reach : 
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Pray to Heaven's mercy, lest thy sudden fate 
That of th' Imperial Kome should emulate; 
And all unnervM^ forgetful of the past. 
Thou, in the storm of trial, sink at last ! 

XXXIX. 

Oh, for a warning voice, in this dim hour. 

To wake the nation with a poet's power; 

Ere the day pass, and Apprehension leap 

Into a night of horror yet more deep ! 

Oh, for such warning voice as Olney heard, 

When that true heart, with indignation stirrM, 

Pour'd on a frivolous age its accents high 

And stern — as thunder in a summer sky ! 

Oh, for such warning voice as o'er the flood 

Of Jordan swept, or through the wailing wood 

Of blood-stain'd Hinnom — when some prophet rose, 

And shewed Jerusalem her crimes, her woes ; 

Writ in th' Eternal Book, both woe and crime. 

In burning verse — a lesson to all time ! 

Ah, were it mine such loftier strain to pour. 

Ere yet upon the view, all clouded o'er. 
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The heaven send forth its lightnings !-mine to show 

How^ when a once great nation, bending low 

To brutish gods, turns from th' Almighty Throne, 

Heaven hath its vengeance on that nation shown ; 

Some dire calamity that all around 

As in an overwhelming sea hath drown'd ; 

Some doom of shame, as in a whirlwind sent, 

To the wide world a lasting monument ! 

4 

But, of such theme unworthy, faint and weak. 

Music from an inglorious lyre I seek — 

In vain, in vain ! And now I bid farewell; 

Not hopeless that in England yet may dweU, 

E'en in this twilight hour, some soul of fire 

Whom Heaven may with its favouring breath inspire. 

XL. 

How fares the night ? Heavy the clouds that sweep 
O'er the veil'd heaven^ earth lies in shadow deep; 
Low breezes, and the voice of swollen streams 
That soothes dim autumn in her mournful dreams. 
How fares the night ? More darksome ? It is time 
That it should cease, this rude and hasty rhyme. 



L 
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A moment on my spirit flash'd that light 

From where the Wear's and Ocean^s waves unite ; 

A moment^ in my spirit^ harsh and loud^ 

I heard the clamours of that heartless crowd ; 

And I grew sad — to thinks from this our day 

How much of great and good hath past away ! 

Then swiftly from that shore my fancy flew ; 

And lo, the whole wide England gave to view 

Her giant cities— through the thick black night 

Display'd^ as with unnatural lustre bright; 

No sleep within their walls; all heaving there 

With a strange tumult ; raised in every square^ 

Portentous altars burning — fires red glancing 

On myriads rounds as if in madness^ dancing ! 

And, like the noise of a wide-rolling sea. 

Sounds came of multitudinous revelry ; 

With, ever and anon, shrill shrieks and moans. 

Dying away amidst the fiercer tones. 

As when, upon the strand, the sorrowful cries 

Of shipwrecked men, afar, so faintly rise ; 

Ye pause — ye listen — but the tempest^s roar 

Redoubles— they have perishM — all is o'er ! 
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I lookM again : the shouts of mirth still rung^ 
The many ever wildly danced and sung. 
I lookM once more : the storm was on its way, 
In South and West the lightnings ^gan to play. 
Then on mine ear a rush of wings there fell — 
Now was his hour : Mammon had come from Hell^ 
To gaze upon the wrecks and hear the wail 
Of agony that rose on every gale. 
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(•) Page 7. 

So stands, adored^ one of your millionaires. 

This word is now English, and to be pronounced accord- 
ingly. Why, indeed, should the French monopolise the word, 
when we have the thing? Our millionaires are exceedingly 
numerous at present — especially on paper. — Editor. 

(2) Page 23. 

9 

Or to gain entrance to some club of whales. 

The following extract (translated) from a letter addressed 
by Captain J. A. F. Lilienstem, of the Royal Swedish Navy, 
to the President of the Linnsean Society at Upsala, may not 
be uninteresting to the scientific reader, as elucidating the 
habits of the Grampus. 

" So remarkable is the clearness, the thorough-lucidity of 
the Pacific Ocean, at least in this latitude (27^ 50' South), 
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that the vision can descend to a depth almost incalculable. 
I have frequently seen a bottom which our lines (none of the 
shortest) could never have reached. Beautiful ocean! how 
often, in a calm and sunny day, have I looked down into thy 
depths, and studied the manner of life of thy innumerable 
tribes! I remember, in particular, with what interest I 
watched (Sept. 16th, 1843) a drove (?) of Spermaceti whales, 
which formed, as it were, one great family, and rarely 
admitted into their set any individual of a different species. 
Most grave and solemn, and (so to speak) lordly, did these 
Spermaceti whales look in their watery domain! Two or 
three grampuses, and perhaps as many of your common bottle- 
noses, would now and then ambitiously venture into their 
circle ; but certainly with no memorable or encouraging suc- 
cess. If some of the junior whales occasionally sported with 
a grampus, or bottle nose, I suspect it was only so far as the 
grampus, or bottle-nose, contributed to the amusement of the 
junior whales. I recollect one grampus, in particular, a large 
and (so to speak) very pushing individual, penetrating, rather 
rudely, into the bosom (if I may use such a phrase) of the 
Spermaceti tribe; whereupon one of the latter, a dignified 
old animal, with a sudden turn of his tail, dealt the grampus 
a tremendous blow on his snout, which bled profusely. In- 
deed the water was for a short time so discoloured that I lost 
sight of this unhappy individual. After a while, however, I 
could renew my observations ; and I then perceived the poor 
grampus, ever recognisable by his bloody snout, still frisking 
about in the neighbourhood of the great whales, as if humbly 
soliciting their notice." — Editor. 



NOTES. C'fj 

(3) Page 32. 

Of thee, Bernard ! would I think — whose death. 

It is scarcely necessary to observe that the Author here 
alludes to the melancholy death of Sidney Bernard in the 
" Eclair" — a circumstance so recent and so well known to the 
public. See an aiFecting and admirable article entitled ** The 
Contrast," in a late number of the Times newspaper. 



The Editor begs leave to add, for the information and 
guidance of professional critics, that the aforegoing poem, 
suggested by very recent occurrences, has been hastily 
written, and sent to press without proper revision : so that 
those amiable gentlemen will thus be furnished at once 
with a sufficient reason for finding in it innumerable faults. 

November 20, 1845. 
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